Egloga octa^la

Contynnall torment hym awaytes,

(a Monfler vyle to tell)
That was begot of Due Defert,

and raygneth now in Hell,
With gredy mouth he alwayes feeds

vpon the Syndrownd foule,
Whofe gredy Pawes, do neuer ceas,

in fynfull fluds to prowle.
Loe. This the ende, of euery fuche

as here lyues luftylye
Neglectyng God thou feeft, in vyce.

do lyue. in fyn do dye.
What fhuld I fpeke of al theyr harms

that happens them in lyfe ?
Theyr Confcience prickt, theyr barren blud

theyr toyle, their grief, theyr ftryfe,
With mifchiefes heaped many a one,

which they do neuer trye.
That Loue and Feare the myghty God,

that rules and raynes on hye,
To long it weare, to make difcourfe,

and Phebus downe defcends,
And in the Clowdes his beams doth hyde

which tempeft fure portends,
Looke how the beaftes begin to fling,

and cafl theys heades on hye,
The Hearonihew mountes aboue the clouds

ye Crowes ech wher do cry
All this ihowes rayn, tyme byds vs go

com Coridon awaye,
Take vp thy Staffe, fetch in thy beafts

let vs go whyle we maye.
Comix agreed, go thou before,

yon curfed Bull of myne
I mufl go dryue: he neuer bydes,

among my Fathers Kyne.
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